The contention of the two fammUoufeSt 

. J^:.E<i».T,ifthouray Itomytcqucft, 

Nojif thou fay no to my demand. 

L 4 <^.Thenno my Lord.my futcisatan end. 

G/tf.Thc widdow likes him not, (he bends the brow. 
C/<i.Why he is the bluntert wooer in Chriftendome.. 
j^K.Edvo. Her lookes are all replcate with maiefty, 

'^Pfle way or other Hie is for a King, 

And fhc fhall be my loue or cHe my Qnecne. 

Say that King EdvDardtooVt thee for bis Quecne. 

LAdy.T\% better faid then done, my gracious Lord, 

I am a fubieft fit to ieft withall. 

But farre y nfit to be a Soucraigne. 

Ki»g Edvf.S'Nccte widdow, by my ftatc I fwcarc,! fpeake 
No more then what my heart intends. 

And that is to enioy thee for my Loue. 

And that is more then I will yeeld vnto, 

I know I am too bad to be your Queene, - ^ 

And yet too good to be your Concubine. • »' . 

2C.^B».Youcauill widdow,! did mcane my Queene. 

Your grace would be loath my fons (bold call you father 
X.Eda'.N o more then when my daughters call thee mother. 

Thou art a widdow,and thou haftfome children, 

And by Gods mother,! being but a batchcllor, 

Haue other fome. Why tis a happy thing 

Tobc the Father of many children. 

AToue no morc,for thou (halt be my Queene. 

G/o.The ghoftly father now hath d^one his ftirift» 

When he was made a fhriuer,’twas for ftiHt. 

X.Edw^.Btbthcfs.you mufc what talkc the widdow 

And Ihau«had,you would thinkc itftrange 

If Ifiiouldmarryher. 

C/ 4 .Marryher myLocd,to whom# / 

K.EdtP^Mhy Ct4reid« to my fclfc. _ j • ; 

G/o.That would be ten dayes wonder at the leafi. 

Why that’s a day longer then a wonder lafts. 

Glo. And fo much more are the wonders in extremes. 
.K.£<te.WeU,ieaft oabtothmy! «aivtcttyou,bcc 


Sure 1$ granted for her husbands lands. 

^”teraMeffmger. 

^c/:AnditpIeafeyourgrace,/#c»^yourfocis 

brought as prifoncr to your Paliacc gates. 

A way with him,and fend him to the Tower 
And lets go queftion with the man abont 
His apprehenfion.Lor<ls along,and vfe 
i his Lady honourably* c 

J cPcemtomKes^ 

women honorably 

Would he were wafted, marrow,bones and all, 

i bat fiom his loyncs no iflhe might fucceed 

To hinder me from the golden rime I looks fW. 

Tor I am not yet look t on in the world. 

Tirft js there Edw^rd,CUrence,^ndi Hmry, 

And his fonne,and all they lookc for iflhe ‘ 

Of their loyncs, ere I can plant my felfe. 

A cold premeditation for my piirpofc, 

S befidc ? 

Ani^i? * r?/ ornaments. 

And lull my felfe within a Ladies lap 

A j the flefo 

^id plac d an enuious mountainc on my backe, 
^’^^^^sdeformity tomockemy body 

Tomakemykgsofanvnequallftze, ' ’ 

And am I then a man to be beloo’d? 

Taficrfor„,e,ocompafl^^ 

I cr^ 

IcanaSoumoSie^ 

^ And 




